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AN INPUSTItlOLI* SCENE 1$ 
IT NOTT WON THE BRIGHT 
ALM OF «P SLOOP S«M-l 
OtSCUKE ITANP MuKPEZ, 




/ WHY, VOU FOOL.' YOU'VE ' 
/ FUT THAT WIRING IN 
' ALL WJCON0 .' HOW MAN? 
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WE'VE &EEN SUEP FOUR TIMES SINCE YOU 
CAME - ANP WE LOST EVER/ CA*E / OUR 
STOCK HAS -SONG POWM TO NOTING - - 
NOBOPY LOVES Ufi>! PLEASE/ &O AWAV- 

RESIGN-- YOU'RE FIRED-- SET OUT/ 




r THERE ! THAT OIPN'T TAKE 
LON&! EVERYBODY SETS A 
FLAT ONCE IN AWHILE 





VOU SHOULP 
HAVE LET . 
ME PROWKl : 



fwHY-THAT'S A TERRIBLE 

atvitupe! youshoulp 
be ashamep op yourself.' 
why pic? vou jump ? 



BUILPIN& UP MY STORE -AMP NOW 
I'M GOIN& BANKRUPT.' EVERVTHIN& 
WILL 66 RUINED.' A NEW COMPETITOR 
OPENED ACROSS THE STUBET AND 
HE'S FORCING ME TO THE WALL/ I 
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i I- 1- FELL IN THE . 
WATER ANP THIS 
• VOUNG MAN FISHEO 
ME OUT.' 



MY ,MY- — 

' what a cute " 
(bum) packageJ 



NO IT WON'T ! NOT AS ION© AS THAT 
MISTER CHIZEL ACROSS THE STREET / 
KEEPS UNPERSEL.UNS US! HE CAN 
AFFORD A LOSS TO FORCE US OUT-- . 
BUT WE HAVE NO MONEY.' HE'S MEAN.' 





I AA GOING TO SUE YOU FOR II K WHAT AM 1 60IN& TO )/" HEY, YOU ! THESE 
FIFTV THOUSANP DOLLARS/ /I I PO? SHPLL COILECT l> SHIRT'S VOU SOtP 
V0U-VO0 MURPERER/js^JLn, FOR SURE! J-^Sk ME ARE TeRRISlB 

- S — (TURKEL./ Jkfi> 




DID TUey PUT THE "1 

' RE OUT VET, ' 

WSTSR CHIZEL? 




WHAT SAV, GORGEOUS? 

MOW'S ABOUT A PINNER 
CATE ' WITH THE TOWN'S 
LEAPING REPORTER:" 




<SOOF THINS I MAPE 
THAT BUS,' MAGGlE't-L 

BE eoiNS off pury 

PRETTV QUICK/ 



' OH, HELL-Q^ 
HAK7K3AN 




SO WITH ALL YOUR ^-\ 
KUNNIN' AROUNP, YOU 
GOT NOTHIN' PONE m 

AY, EH, HARR'GAN? 





HEY, O'SHAUSWNESSV. 
LET A REAL REPORTER 
THROUGH, WILL YOU? 



M SHO£T TtME LATER.../*/ A*/ ALMOST f HEV7 THIS fSN'T RBI 
wm 0ESER7EP SSCTfafi/ OP TH£ C/ry„.„ I MEAPQUARTERS/TH 




Fireworks for a Saddle. Bum 



By Cliff Howe 



I SAW it happen from my own marshal's office 
window. This Steve Voris had just left his 
. Drone at a tie bar, and now he was walking 
along the plank walk. Voris was a lanky, dark- 
haired young gent' with thin, pale features that 
gave him a sickly look. A homely; 3tubby-tailed 
little dog capered along at Voris' heels. 

Fifty feet away, coming along the walk to- 
ward Voris. was Black Sam Mabry. Black Sam 
was a big. bull-like hombre with coarse, swarthy 
features. This Black Sam was a malo hombre, 
especially when he was drinking. I'd had my eye 
on him for the last hour. He was taking up most 
of the sidewalk, his shaggy head hunched for- 
ward as he peered ahead. But Black Sam was 
looking at the dog, and not at Steve Voris. 

Voris must have seen that Black Sam was on 
the prod, for he stepped from the sidewalk into 
the street to let Black Sam pass. But not the 
dog. It capered up to Black Sam, frisking and 
sniffing at Black Sam's legs. 

Black Sam hated dogs. Me whirled, suddenly, 
cursing, and his booted foot lashed out savagely. 
The foot caught the little animal under the belly, 
lifted it into the air and hurled it twenty feet 
.into the street. The dog didn't get up. It lay 
there in the dust, writhing, gasping for breath. 

That made me mad and I got up and went 
outside. Just as I went out the door, I saw Steve 
Voris fly at Black Sam, bony arms nailing. Steve 
Voris was sick, and his kicks didn't carry much 
smoke. But they carried enough sting to make 
Black Sam bellow with pain and anger. 

Then Black Sam swung a sledge-hammer fist 
and smashed Voris to the ground. Voris got to 
his knees and Black Sam knocked him back to 
the ground. Then Black Sam kicked him as he 
lay there. 

I had my gun out, and I yelled, "That's plenty. 

Mabry! One more kick and I'll let you have it!" 

Black Sam turned and looked at me. He knew 
I wasn't bluffing. He looked at Voris, at the dog. 
It still lay there on the ground, whimpering 
weakly, legs twitching. Steve Voris was getting 
slowly to his feet. There was blood on his pale 
face, and the hate and rage in his eyes were like 
a wind -whipped grass fire. 

"Hit me, will you?" Black Sam snarled at 
Voris. "And your lousy mutt tried to bite me. I 
don't like dogs, and I don't like you. Next time 
I'll kill you both. And next time I see you, you'd 
better be pack in' a gun!" 

Steve Voris was quiet a moment, looking at 
Black Sam. Then, very softly, he said. "You 
fool! You stupid fool!" 



He turned, went to the whimpering dog and 
lifted it gently into his arms. Carrying the dog, 
he went along the street to his horse, mounted 
and rode slowly out of town. 

Black Sam swaggered and blustered for a 
while, bragging about what he'd do to Steve 
Voris. And what worried me, he was liable to 
do it, too. Black Sam owned a. little outfit over 
west a piece. He was a troublemaker, and he'd 
killed a couple of men, managing always to stay 
inside the law. 

Like everybody else, I liked Steve Voris. He 
was quiet, friendly, almost shy. He lived out at 
Tule Springs, ten miles to the north. Voris waB 
a pilgrim from the East who'd come here where 
.the air was dry and high, to try to regain his 
health. 

AT TULE SPRINGS, pure cold water bubbled 
up from the earth at the base of towering 
gypsum-rock cliffs. Steve Voris had built a cabin 
there and filed on a few acres of land. He'd -limit 
a harbwire fence about the cabin, with a white- 
painted gate in front and flowers in the yard. 

From the soft, white gypsum rock which he 
brought from the cliffs, Voris carved lifelike 
figures of various things — birds and animals and 
even trees': He sold them at small prices in sur- 
rounding towns, even shipping some of them 
East. 

Voris was a greenhorn, but he was a swell 
gent. That dog of his, which he called Napoleon, 
was a friendly mutt, too. 

Two days after the ruckus, I saddled my bronc 
and headed north. Black Sam was still drinking 
and poison mean, swearing he'd kill both Steve 
Voris and his dog, even if he had to go out to 
Voris' place to do it. 

I found Voris at home. He was friendly enough 
as he invited me to light down and come in, but 
he wasn't smiling. 

After I'd drunk cool water from a wooden 
bucket, Voris asked, "You trailing somebody, 
marshal?" 

I said, "As town marshal, I got no authority 
out here. I just come to warn you that Black 
Sam's still on a rampage. He swears he aims 
to put you away." 

"That so?"' he murmured. 

"Yeah, that's so! I figured I was doin' you a 
favor.'.' 

"You are, and I appreciate it. You think he 
really means to try to kill me?" 



"I know it," I said. "Black Sam ia bad. and 
fast with a gun. You got a gun?" 

Voris shook his head. "I wouldn't know how 
•to uae it if I had one. But I'm not afraid of 
Mabry." 

"Hell, don't you want to live?"' 

"Yes. I want very much to live. Thatls why I 
came here. And because I am not able to work 
hard like other men, I do— this." 

I looked about the room. The place was littered 
with the figures of birds, animals, even«humana, 
carved from gypsum rock. They looked almost 
real enough to be alive. 

"I'm "much better now," Steve Voris said. "I 
like it here, and I want to stay." 

"Then watch out for Black Sam," 1 warned. 
"If I was you I'd stay out of town a month or 
two. It might even be a good idea to take a trip 
up into the hills for a while." 

"I'll stay here," Voris said quietly. 

Pretty soon I drank again from the bucket, 
went outside and got back onto my bronc. Voris 
had followed me out. 

"By gosh, I nearly forgot," I said then. "How's 
the dog makin' out?" 

Steve Voris said slowly, "Napoleon's dead. He 
died in my arms on the way home from town." 

Riding back to town, I kept thinking about 
the look that was on Steve Voris' face as he 
said that. 



VORIS showed up in town the next day, along 
about midafternoon. Black Sam had finally 
gone home the night before and hadn't showed 
up again. But one of Black Sam's tough ridera 
was in town. Pretty soon I saw him line out and 
I knew that he'd gone to tell Black Sam that 
Voris,was in town. 

Well, I'd warned the pilgrim. If he wanted to 
commit suicide It was his own funeral. I stayed 
in my office, figuring he'd come in to see me, but 
he didn't. He stayed in town about an hour, then 
got on his horse and rode away. 

I asked some questions, and what I found out 
didn't make sense. Steve Voris had done con- 
siderable talking. He'd bragged that he was in 
town looking for Black Sam, but said he didn't 
have Ume to wait. So he left word that if Black 
Sam had a. bone to pick with him, he could do 
it out at Tule Springs. . 

I went back to my office and tried to figure It 
| out. I was pretty sure that Blafit Sam Mabry, 
quick as he heard what had happened, would 
come fogging into town. 



And I was right. The sun was about an hour 
high when Black Sam spurred his bronc into ; 
town. Right off I could see he was out for blood. 
He dismounted and went into a saloon. After 
staying in there about long enough to take a 
couple of drinks he came out again. Then he 
got back on hi3 bronc and tore out of. town, 
headed north. 

I felt pretty bad. Black Sam was headed for 
Tule Springs, to kill Steve Voris, that was plain. 
Knowing he'd already killed Voris' dog wouldn't 
have stopped him. Vori3 wouldn't have a chance. 
He didn't even have a gun. 

That left it up to me, Bill Oldring. I high- 
tailed it to the livery, got my bronc and lined 
out for Tule Springs. I rode fast, but even then 
I knew I didn't have much chance of overtaking 
Black Sam before he got there. He had too good 
a start. But maybe, some way, Voris could hold 
him up till I got there. I rode with my gun in 
hand, aiming to cut down on. Black Sam if I 
Baw him. 

But when the sun went down, and shadows 
started gathering, I knew I was too late. I was 
still a mile from Tule Springs. 

Then, suddenly, there was a loud explosion 
ahead. Not a gunshot, but a violent, jarring ex- 
plosion that seemed to shake the earth. I cussed 
and dug in the spurs, dreading what I would find, 

What I found gave me a jolt. Black Sam's" 
horse stood spread-legged outside the yard gate. 
And just inside the gate lay Black Sam, what 
was left of him. Black Sam was dead. 

Steve Voris sat on the cabin steps, his face 
pale and quiet in the shadows. 

"What in tarnation happened?" I yelled. 

Voris said slowly, "Black Sam kicked Mapo- 
leon!" 

"Yeah, I saw him do it. But that was three 
days ago. Now the dog's dead — you told me so 
yourself. Was you lyin'?" 

"No, I wasn't lying. Napoleon's dead — arid 
Black Sam kicked him again, just now. You see, 
after Napoleon died, I skinned him and stuffed 
his hide. He looked almost alive. I'd stood him 
right over there, just inside the gate. 1 was 
pretty sure that Black Sam, hating dogs as he 
did, and Napoleon in particular, wouldn't be able- 
to resist kicking him when he saw the dog there 
in his path. And I was right." 

."What," I asked groggily, "was that mutt 
stuffed with?" 

"About half of it was sawdust," Steve Voris 
gaid slowly. "In the other half was a percussion q 
cap— and dynamite!" 




J WELL.I JUST INSPECTED ^TUT.TuT.^^M: , 
I THAT L*NB.».ND IT'S Six lyou see. you 
FEET UNDER WCTIWHOd IIA6UNDERSTOO0 
CW yOU 5«0VJ NUTS jAt WE! 
, ON LMID 
LIKE THKT? 
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HE-(,HAP --MEET BLOSSOM --- 
SHE JUST MOVED INTO THE HOUSE 
NEXT TO MINE J 

'"WHAT'O THEY MOVE HER 
WITH -- A STEAM SHOVEL. ? 



OH, HE'S CUTE- 
TEE HEE.' 



FROM NOW ON - - 
VOU'ftE WW BOY- 
FRIEND ! TEE HEE ' 




BUT SHE MUST HAVE DESERVED 

' (T ! OTHERWISE YOU WOULDN'T HAVE 

DOME 

BOV> 




OH -Urt- -- HELLO, BLOSSOM! 

I WAS JUST STEALING TW* 

6LINP AWN'S PENNIES ! . ' 

AWIFUL , AREN'T I J 




WHAT'S THAT ? VO J \f HO , SRAMPS .' K 

WEAN YOU AIN'T SOIH' A HAP IS Too SICK 

TO THE CANCE „ ^ > TO TAKE Me/^ 




VEAH--ISA*P--SASP" 



60! fOO TOLP N& VbU WERE 1 SO ! YOU WERE 
*ICK 50 VOO COULP TAKE ^ 60NNA DOUBLE - 
HER TO THE PANCE, 
EH" 




OH.VOU'RE CUTe,6HWrtP6, 
YOU'RE GONNA 6E MV NfikV 
' FRlENr' 





YES-VE6' \ IVJELUTUE FISH \ I PBETTy SOON.THW PISH HJKS TO\ 




CONvE LP TO SPIT TOe#.CCO JUICE 
PkND THEN- VOO CLUB HIW. OVER > 

THE HE W >H|THy - -^ 

yOUR — 

> FISH1N' 

.POLE) 




THE COUNTRY OVER- 
HERE ARE 4 FAVORITES! 



1 SCREAM COMICS ... is o real belly-laugh of a 
scream right from s.tart to finish — right from Spike 
(The Real) McCoy to All-Star AH Right from start to 
finish, you're on the beam with SCREAM! 

2 HAP HAZARD COMICS . . . presenting that de- 
lightful red-head, Hap, along with a host of his 
pals, including that favorite dog of millions — Flophead. 
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SUPER-MYSTERY COMICS ... is an old favorite, 
because of Mr. Risk, Harry The Hack, UNO and 
— er — ah — -slop some slickum on your head (you'll need 
it to keep your hair from standing on end) — there's 
a new thriller coming up soon — watch for it . . . it's 
WAITING for you! 

4M0NKEYSHINES COMICS . . . complete with 
Marmaduke Monk, his nephews. Nutty Squirrel, 
Tuffy Bear ond half-a-score more of their animal 
buddies. 



On Sale at Your 

Favorite Newsstand! 

Got Your Copy How! 



FUN AND PROFIT FOR EVERY READER 



A Treasury of HOBBIES and CRAFTS 

A Book Ttiot Tells You the Working Procodur* of 14 Handi- 
crafti and IndudM Over 300 Mak<-ll-Youn*lf Projects 



litii-f. t'ruM J , lilt ■■•k-lru In «. 

i. I -...[!. 1. 1 -r mm, ■.;,,. ,1-Knrh ■,[. .,v.-i :!■!.) J!l I :■ I I :i 

Ml' f.!J;i!ll'-], wild «Lr:ipl a uwliini: liriiiv- 

inr-i, ] :i'lnr-» -in, I ■'■■,:■ l-v M-j ,! ■ 'i i! 

|.; 5 .;.; if ( l-V '.. [i.rc (,- l.'.l.l.,. : I !■., 

Ih't .■.'ij.'ini. -. l-:i:,i]l.. Tl:»i.> I, n iiriiim' 

iiTc v.'.i! 11'irt pl.-izuri: thin inyllilui lllie It 
■ hat jou old buy. 
Thlj Book Wifl Show You How To Mofca.- 




l$r" HKg Only 
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FUN FOR A RAINY DAY 



a or pin »n.i thliisi to 
re of Fjcnns. Pencil 
jaV.0. Puzilw. Tliinm 
. RliliIlM, Tildtl uid 
lE'tramtx. (nil everything 




HOW TO DANCE 

■ ■ . :■ ■.-■.- ■■■■::: 
lure, talulrr. letaltnc end (ollonlne— mil lli.n 
like mi ««. by «cp br Hsrliy. 
■nil llln-Jrlttom. Uirooir. ibe 
null] jou on confi.ltnliallf int 

hi.- i--i fx thot. wm.tz. _ii.t.;.i i;a ; r," Nl: -\ 




" FUN FOR BOYS 'J 

Thin kidieEeib huca- ni- m s In <"!'■ vol ill Ini.'i-.itinjr. PW ^^ 

rii-ltlnc Artliltles— ivlut-ri are iu:i or pn-ry active rmuliir 11 ifa 

i ■!.■■„■ -Jtr^ 

m\:. ?-.■%•' '-:U Til it. i.i.'- kv = -■-"■■ i\i' i. : : '.' : iit --liJii-'i);; t, 

*■ WL-T1JUKS an, I -llr/iv.;..- r." 1 1. MOTIVATIONS. -"K. — 

. minion ihinti lu Jo— indoora end outdoor.— wlnict »mi XmTD 

II SECTIONS IN THIS ONE AMAZING, BOOK ^rjFB*~ i 

Hand la A *Bpo 7. Beat E»erY»edy IJ, Aerabatlo ^~WW 
Like A Cowboy In Wreitllni Swell " 

s% 5a, * M u o*ei" , p.»« ■* te^-jy 1 " « 
, ;,.,,„. p.„.. ^rwtfsB ftw^w 

Pom Lite ■ io. SelMnstmc- ««' "■»">« -JSOmJ 

:;:;:'.•;...,„ r»! » es- — -w 

T»lnw ""'"J |j. Hew to Punch •* * 

RtconiiioPlon.i ■ H ^, rno pi,„," • M 

Age. 10 to 16 with 188 p«g« Price $1.00 



■Z-Kiu1?BBa — 

. CHEH50IEN — !» u . u 

directions. Hi luu-ttmtlons. fuU-sl 

"TjjS" 



SEIF-1NSTRUCTION IN THS PIANO 

" P.tce (1.00 



HOW TO ORDER 




avu sirvici handwok | iwaH. THIS COUPO N NOW I 

*,,.. vu DM luiorroeQon on now tn go fc _ — ■ — - _ ^ .. • 

n.,i .Miina i llfg-iJiTii.. well-par Itif gov; I KNICKERBOCKER PUH. CO., Dipt. 0- II 
iii-UiriM '50 atlf-lmllm cinm-J u D Cro.nv.leh St.. New York <S. N. Y. 
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SECRETS OF MAGIC 

TKj'cKS. s'PINT.S. MAGIC, KttB 

Price $1.00 ' 



v '.,'.-■ .\, Wr pennineTit 



-'-■■ i:<)-~:u- ILuQdrod Jofc 
Fun Iji JloilT Buildlm. . . - 

Ben Hum's W!..-. 



MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 



□ Bend C.OJP. for I... 
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